
The Hiftorie of 

Hot. TliatRoane ftial bc ray thronc.=Well,I will backe him 
ftraight. EJperance, bid Hiitkr lead him foorth into fheparkc. 
La. But heare you my Lord* 

Hot. What faiefl thou my Lady? .im-i- ■ 

La. Whatisitcarricsyouaway? 

Hot. Why,myhorfe(inylouc)iny horfé. >. ,oT 

La. Out you mad-lieaded ape.a weazcl hatb not fuch adeale 
offpleene, as you aretoft with. Infaith 11c know your bufines 
Harry , that I will: I feare,my brother Mortimer doth ftir about 
his title,& hachfcnt for you to linc his enterpnfc,but ifyou go 
Hot. So far a footc, I fliall be weary, loue. 
Z^.Come,comc,you Paraquito,anfwere medirc&ly,vntothis 
qucftion that I fhal askc:mfakh,Ilebrcak thy littlcfinger/ip. 
ry, and if thou wiit not tell me ali things trac. 

Hot. Away.awayyou tuflcr,louc;Iloijcthecnot, 

I carc not for thee ICatv, tlris is no world 

Toplay with-niammets,aHdstotilt»vithlips, .u - : j - > C 

Wcmufthaue bloudicnofes,ancLcrackt crownes; 

And paffc thcm curratit tqo: gods me my horfe. »> 

What faift thou Kate ; what wouldftthou hauc with01$! 

La. Doyou notloueme?do"you notindecde?^ 

Wel, do not thenjforiince youlousme not r 
I will not louc my felfe. Do you no tloue mc? 

Nay.telmc. ifyou fpeakeinieaft,orno? 

Hot. Comcwiltthou.feeroeridei.?», -■ .. *■- 

And whcn I am,a horfe back,1 will fweare, 

I loue theeinfinitely. But harlie yawKaie, 

Imuft not hauc you henceforth, queftionme? 

Whither I go : por reafonwhere about. 

Whither I txuaff, I muft: and to cor.jdudc, 1 • • 

This cueningmuft I leaue you GcntleiK#*. 

I know you wife, but.yct no farther wifej- 
Then HarryPercyss wife.'conftant you are*. • '• ; 

Butyetawoman,andforfecrccy, i 

NoE-ady elofcr.for I will belceue, 

Thou wiltnotvttcr what thou doft not know: 

And fo farcwill l truft thee, genlUKate. 

L$. How, fo far / 

m 


Sxernt. 


Henrie the fourth. 

Hot. Notan inch further: butharke yoa Kate, 

Whither I goe, thither fhall you goe too: 

To day will Ifet foorth,tomorrow you: 

Will this contcnt you Katt? 

Lady. Itmuftofforce. 

Enter Prince and Poinef. 

Prince. AW, pre thee comeoutof that fat roome, and lend 
mee thy hand to laugh a 1 ittle. 

*Poinet . WherchaftbeeniZ*# 

Pri». WiththreeorfoureLoggcr-heads,amongft three or 
foure fcorc £logs-heads. 1 hauc lounded the very bafe ftring of 
Humilitie.Sirra,! am fworne Brother to a Icafti ofDrawers, & 
cancall thcm all by their Chriftian names, as Tom,T)tcke , and 
Francis :they take it already vpon their falu.ation,that though I 
be but Prince oflValesy tt I am the Kingof (furtefie\ and tell mec 
flatly,I am not proud Iac\, like Falfialjfe 5 but a (forinthian, a lad 
ofmettalfa good Boy,(by thcLord fo they call mc) and when 
I am King oi England, Ilhall eommandeall the goodLads in 
Eaficheape.Thcy calldrinkingdeepCjdyiflgScarlet; and when 
you breath in your watring,they Cryhem, and bid you play it 
ofFTo conclude y I am fo goodaproficientinonequarter ofan 
houre,that lean drinke with any Tinker in his ownc language 
duringmy life. I tell thec Ned ,thou haft loftmueh honour,that 
thou wertnot with me in this a&ion : but fweet Ned 5 to fwee- 
ten which narnc of Ned, I giue thee this peniworth of Sugar, 
claptcuennow into my hand by an vader Skinker, one that 
neuer fpake other Englilh in his life, then EightJMllingesaudftxe 
fencct, and, Youarewelcome, with this Ihrill addition, Ano», anm 
f ,r \ skoreaPtM of SafiardmtheHalfemoone, or fo. But Ned, to 
driue away time till Falfialffe comc,l prethee doe thou ftand in 
fomeby roome, whilel queftion my puny Drawer, to what 
end he gaue me the Sugar,and d oc neuer leaue calling Francis, 
th*t his tale to me may be nothing but, Anon : fteppc afide. 
and Ilc fticw thee a prelent. 

Peinet. Francis. 

Frtnce. Thou art perfcft, 

Poines. Francis . Enter Dratver. 

Erd. Anon,anon firjlooke downe into the Pomgarnet, Ralfe. 

D a Prince, 
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